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Mrs. Braund pulled herself together.

* They can't frighten me/ she said.   * I shall go
on with it.*

* But of course, darling. . . . Do come and have
a drink before you go.    Some Cup or there's iced
coffee. . . .'

Mrs. Braund touched her cheek, then picked up
her rather ugly tortoise-shell bag from the bed.

* They can't stop me with threats/  she said.
* See you to-morrow/ and went.

Lampiron, lastly, in the darkling garden (soon to
be drenched with the pale ivory shadow of the moon)
met Penny Marlowe with the two Carris girls.

' Wasn't it topping?' Mabel Carris cried. ' And
isn't it lovely to think that there are three more days
of it?'

* And you were good, Mr. Lampiron/ Gladys
cried.   * Better than anybody.'

* Will   you   ever   forget/   cried   Mabel,   c old
Mother Braund with her helmet all on one side
clinging to her horse's mane?   The old cat!   Serve
her right.   She'll get it worse before the week's over.'

A figure passed.

' Oh, Lord!   I believe that was Mother Braund I *

' Never mind!   I'll tell her to her face------'

But Penny had not spoken a word.   At the gate

that opened on to the Cathedral Green the Carris

girls went ahead.
He turned back.

* Well, Penny, did you enjoy it?'

* Yes, in a way.   Our episode suddenly got un-
pleasant somehow.   Some of the crowd were rough
and I was afraid that I wouldn't be able to hold my
horse in.'    She added:   * Everyone says you were